The Tragedic ; 

T can no longer hold me patienr. 

Hcare me you wrangling Pyr'ates that fall out, 

In fharing out that which you haue pild from me : 

J^hich of you trembles not that l ookc on me? 

If nof,that 1 being Quecne, you bow like fubiefts. 

Yet that by you dcpo(de,you quake like rebels: 

Ogcntle villaine,do not turncaway. 

* Glo. Foule wrinkled witch,wharma£ft thou in my fight ? 

£». M. But repetition of what thou haft mard, 

That will I make,bcforeIletthcego« 

A husband and a fonne thou oweft to me. 

And thou a ^ingdome, allofyoualleagcance: 

The forrow chat /haue, by right is yours. 

And all the plcafures you vfurpe^s mine. 

Glo. The cur fe my noble father laid on thee, 

When thoudidft crownc his warlike browes with paper, 

And with thy (come drew ft riuersfrom his eyes, 

And then to dric thcm,gau’ft the Duke a clour, 

Stecpt in the blood of prettic Rutland : 

His curfcs then from bitternelle of foule. 

Denounc'd againft thce ,are fallen vpon thee. 

And God, not we, hath plaguaetny bloodic deed. 

So iuft is God to right the innocent* 

H*ft. O twas thefouleft deed to flay that babe, 

And the molt mcrcilcfte thatcuer was heard of. 

Ri. Tyrants thcmfclucs wept when it was reported. 

Dor/. No man but prophecied reuenge for it. 

B uc. Northumberland then prefent,wept to fee it. 

What.Avere y ou (barling ail before / came,, 

Rcadic to cateh each other by die throat, 

And fume you now your hatred all on me ? 

Did Yorkts dread curfc prcuailc fo much with heaucj 
That Henries death,my louely Edwardsdeath, 

Their kingdome&loftc,my wofull baniftiment. 

Could all but anfwere for that pecoifli brat ?■ 

Can curfes pierce the c!oudcs,and enter heauen ? 

W hy then giue way dull cloudes to my quickecutfes : 

If not by warre,by furfet dieyour^ing ? 

As our by murder, to make him a^ing. 
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of Richard the third.’ 

Edward thy fonne, -which now is Prince of Wales, 

For Edward my fon, which was Prince cf fV ales, 

Die in hisyouth,by like vntfmely violence, 

Thy fclfcaQuecne, forme that was aQueene, 

Out liuc thy glorie,likc tny wretched fclfc.* 

Long mai ft thou liuc to waile thy childrens loiTe, 

And (cc another, as /fee thee now, 

Deckt in thyg!oric,as thou art ftaldinmine: 

Long die'thy happie daies before thy death. 

And after many lengthened houres ofgreefe. 

Die neither mother, wife, nor Englands Quecnc» 

Riuers and Dorfet,you were danders bj^ 1 * * 

And fo was thou Lo. Haftings,whcn my fonn'c 
Was ftabd with bloody daggers, God I pray him, 

That none ofyoumayliueyournaturallagc, 
Butbyfomevnlookt accident cut off. 

Glo. Haue doncthy charmc thou hatcfull withered hag. 
££». M. And leaue out thee? ftay dog, for thou (halt hear 
Ifhcauen haue any greeuous plagucin (lore. 

Exceeding thofc that I can with vpon thee : 

O let them keepe it till thy finnesbe ripe, 

And then hurlc downc their indignation 
On thee the troublcr of the poorc worlds peace.* 

The wormc ofconfcicnce ftill bcgnawthy foule, 

Thy friends fufped for tray tors while thou liueft, 

And ta£e deepc traytors for thy dcateft friends, 

No fleepe clofe vp that deadly eye of thine, 

V nleffc it be whileft Ionic tormenting dreame. 

Affrights thee, with a hell ofvgly diuels, 

Thoucluifh markt, abortiue rooting bogs, 

Thou that waft feald in thy natiuitie 
The flaac of nature, and the fonne of hell, 

Tnou flaundcrof thy mothcrabeaute wombe, 

Thcu loathed ilTuc of thy fathers loynes, 

Thou rag of honour, thc»wdctcftcd,&c. 

I Glo. Margaret. 

! Qm M. Richard. Glo. Ha. 

? Qz- Ma. I call thee not. 

[ Glo. 7licn I cric thcc’mcrcic: for I had thought, 
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